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But, lo! thy door is left ajar! 

Thou nearest footsteps from afar! 

And, at the sound, 

Thou turnest round 

With quick and questioning eyes, 

Like one, who, in a foreign land, 

Beholds on every hand 

Some source of wonder and surprise! 

And restlessly, impatiently, 

Thou strivest, strugglest, to be free. 

The four walls of thy nursery 

Are now like prison walls to thee. 

No more thy mother's smiles, 

No more the painted tiles 

Delight thee, nor the playthings on tho floor 9 

That won thy little, beating heart before ; 

Thou strugglest for the open door. 

O child! O newborn denizen 

Of life's great city! on thy head 

The glory of the morn is shed, 

Like a celestial benison! 

Here at the portal thou dost stand, 

And with thy little hand 

Thou openest the mysterious gate 

Into the future's undiscovered land. 

Henry W. Longfellow, 
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INTRODUCTION. 



In the Second Literature and Art Book the selections 
are mostly verse ; but the children will actually have more 
drill in reading prose than poetry. Each picture in the 
book furnishes material for several language and reading 
lessons, and the words found in columns on some of the 
pages are to be used in sentences that will make short 
stories. 

The reading done by children at this period of life is, 
mainly, prose. The nature readers, myths, folk-lore, fables, 
stories of patriotism and courage, are in prose form, even 
though poetical in thought. All the original reading 
lessons from nature, reproduction of stories, lives of the 
Saints, Bible stories, and lessons from pictures, will be in 
prose, although often the watchful teacher will notice 
some of the little ones unconsciously giving their thoughts 
in the poetic language that has impressed itself on their 
memories. If she will encourage them, they will reveal 
springs of poetical thought and feeling that before were 
unknown. Children love poetry, and this love should be 
fostered by presenting to them beautiful thoughts ex- 
pressed in the most beautiful manner. 

(9) 
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A proper use of the poems in this little book, taken 
in connection with the nature work, will develop in the 
children interest in the world around them, and cause 
them to observe the wonderful in nature and to love the 
men and women who wrote about the things that children 
see and appreciate. 

The work in this book is a close continuation of the 
work outlined in BOOK ONE. About one hundred new 
sight-words are taught and additional sounds of letters. 
Diacritical marks are used on the board and a few in the 
book, but in the regular reading work the words appear 
as in papers, magazines, and books in general. 

The selections that foster love for God, His Church, 
and the Saints, may be used not only as reading lessons, 
but in connection with the Christian Doctrine work ; as, 
Blessed Imelda in the first Confession and first Communion 
grades; St. Francis, St. Elizabeth, and the allusions to ani- 
mal and plant life are suitable for all classes or grades. 
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wonderful great beautiful 

many 

In this great, wonderful land of ours are the 
homes of many boys and girls. 

The boys and girls play and read and try to 
be good children. 

They help the mothers to get the dinners 
and suppers. 

They sing for the little ones. 

They go out in the fields and pick the beau 
tiful flowers. 

They are glad to see the flowers and trees 
God has put over all the land. 

He has made the world beautiful. 

When the stars are out at night the sky is 
beautiful. 

I am glad I can see the stars at night and 
the sun in the day. 

I can see the flowers and trees and birds 
when the sun is up in the sky. 
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WORDS TO CLASSIFY. 
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men 
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Ernest 


message 


ould 


repent 


could 


would * 


should 



He could bring the message. 
Ernest should begin his lessons* 
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Where is the letter ? 
How many birds on the tree ? 
Did he send the message to Ernest ? 
Will you repeat the poem ? 
What ballad can you sing ? 
Are the eight girls in the house ? 
How did Edith get over the fence ? 
Is the sky beautiful ? 
Who can see the hemlock tree ? 
Where is Ernest trying to get employment f 
Will you remember the song ? 
Where is Ellen ? 
What is beside the stand ? 
Do you intend to go home ? 
Will you reply to my question ? 
Are there twenty dogs in this house ? 
Who will employ the man ? 
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moon world water 

What a beautiful, wonderful world, 
With wonderful stars up in the sky, 
And beautiful cloudlets sailing by. 

The river winds in and out among the trees 
and flowers. 

We can see the fish in the clear water. 

The fish are swimming in the river. 

When the moon is in the sky we can see it 
in the water. 

The little maid will bring a pail to the river. 

She will take water home to her mother. 

If a fish jump into the pail she will take it 
home to her father. 

The little girl can see the beautiful world all 
around her. 

She can see the bird flying near the cloud in 
the sky. 
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THE RABBIT. 


buz 



Ernest found a rabbit yesterday. 

The rabbit is white. 

Sam made a little house for him. 

They gave him clover to eat. 

The rabbit will eat the clover. 

Did you notice how the rabbit hops ? 

Yes ; I was on the fence when he was hop- 
ping in his little house. 

What kind of ears has the rabbit ? 

He has long ears. 
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far 
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MARY. 

Mary has a garden. 

She lives in a small town. 

It is too far from our house to walk. 

The cars go whirling by the fields and towns. 

The gray smoke curls into rings as it rises 
in the air. 

If we go on the train, Mary will come to the 
station. 
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THE CHILD'S WORLD. 

Great, wide, beautiful, wonderful World, 
With the wonderful water around you curled, 
And the wonderful grass upon your breast, — 
World, you are beautifully dressed. 

The wonderful air is over me, 
And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree ; 
It walks on the waters and whirls the mills, 
And talks to itself on the tops of the hills. 

You, friendly Earth, how far do you go 
With the wheat-fields that nod and the rivers 
that flow, 
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With cities and gardens and cliffs and isles, 
And people upon you for thousands of miles? 

Ah, you are so great and I am so small, 
I tremble to think of you, World, at all ; 
And yet when I said my prayers to-day, 
A whisper within me seemed to say, 

u You are more than the Earth, 
Though you are such a dot; 
You can love and think 
And the Earth cannot." 

— William B. Rands. 
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CHILDREN. 

Come to me, ye children, 

For I hear you at your play, 

And the questions that perplexed me 
Have vanished quite away. 

Come to me, ye children, 

And whisper in my ear 
What the birds and the winds are singing 

In your sunny atmosphere. 

Ye are better than all the ballads 
That ever were sung or said, 

For ye are living poems 

And all the rest are dead. 

— Henry W. Longfellow. 
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thought 



THE WISE OLD MOUSE. 

A wise old mouse went on tiptoe into the 
kitchen to see if Jane had swept up all the 
crumbs. There, to his surprise, he met Buz, 
the cat. 

"Oh!" said the cat, u this is lucky! Now I 
shall have a fine dinner." 

The mouse saw that he was in danger of 
getting caught, so he said, " Thank you, Mr. Buz ; 
but if I am to dine with you, I should like to 
put on my red Sunday coat. My old jacket 
is not good enough." 

This amused the cat. He had never seen 
the mouse with his red Sunday coat. 
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"Perhaps he will taste better," thought Mr. 
Buz. 

" Very well, Mr. Mouse," he said, " do not be 
long, for I am hungry. I shall wait for you 
here." 

The mouse lost no time, but hastened into 
his hole. 

The cat waited all day, softly singing to 
himself and thinking of the good dinner he was 
going to eat ; but the wise old mouse did not 
come back. 

Now there is a new saying in cat-land. It 
is this : "A mouse in a gray jacket is sweeter 
than a mouse in a red Sunday coat." 



A bird in the hand is worth two in the 
bush. 
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THE LOVER OF THE BIRDS. 

The little birds that sing about our doors 
and in our fields and woods, seem always to be 
praising God. How active they are ! All day 
long they sing and fly and hop about gathering 
food for their little ones or doing some of the 
many things that birds seem to have been created 
to do. 

We all like the birds ; but those who love 
God love the birds because He made them. 

In the beautiful city of Assisi, in Italy, once 
lived* St. Francis, who loved God with his whole 
heart. 

This holy Saint loved all the birds and the 
birds loved him. When he went into the fields 
or groves the birds would fly to him and perch 
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on his shoulders and on his head, and sing and 
chatter as if they were saying, "We love you, we 
love you." 

St. Francis would talk to them about God 
and tell them that he — Francis — was a lover of 
the birds because they sang God's praises. Then 
the birds would sing out with all their power as 
if they understood every word St. Francis said 
to them. 

This "Lover of the Birds" loved more the 
souls of the people. He wanted the whole world 
to work for Jesus. 

As you grow older you will learn more about 
this great Saint who is now praying for you. 



Dear Angel ever at my side, 
How loving must thou be, 

To leave thy home in Heaven to guide 
A little child like me. 

— Father Faber. 
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LULLABY SONG. 




Sleep, baby, day is 


over, 




Gone the workers from the clover, 




Sleep, baby, 


sleep. 




In the west the sky is rosy, 




And 


my babe is warm and 


cosy; 




Sleep, baby, 


sleep. 





Sleep, baby, mother's blessing 
Falls on thee in soft caressing; 

Sleep, baby, sleep. 
In her arms thy mother holds thee; 
To her bosom she enfolds thee ; 

Sleep, baby, sleep. 

Sleep, baby, angels hear us, 

And the dear God now is near us ; 

Sleep, baby, sleep. 
Mary Mother, watch and guide us, 
If we err, thou'lt gently chide us ; 

Sleep, baby, sleep. 

—Ellen Walsh. 
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THE BABE OF BETHLEHEM. 

Children always love to hear the story of the 
Babe of Bethlehem, the King who came into the 
world because He loved us. 

It was night and the Blessed Virgin and St. 
Joseph were in Bethlehem. From place to place 
they had gone asking for a room for the night, 
but again and again they had been told that 
there was no room for them. 

Bethlehem was full of people, and the places 
had been taken by others before St. Joseph had 
arrived. 

At last St. Joseph found a stable in which 
were an ass and an ox, and here they entered. 

On the hills surrounding Bethlehem were many 
sheep and the shepherds were watching them. 

About midnight one shepherd said to the 
others, "See the light in the sky! What does it 
mean? " 

All the shepherds who had heard him looked 
in wonder at the great light that was spreading 
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over all the sky. Soon there appeared angels 
whose faces were full of joy. They looked at 
the wondering shepherds on the hills near by 
Bethlehem, and they sang out, u Glory to God 
in the highest, and on earth peace to men of good 

will." 

u What can it mean?" said one to another. 
."Can it be that the Saviour is born?" 

A fair faced young boy said eagerly, u Let 
us go down to Bethlehem and find the Saviour!" 

Hardly waiting for his father's consent, the 
young lad began to run across the fields in the 
direction toward which the angels seemed to point. 

How surprised they were to find a stable, all 
illuminated by a mysterious light! When they 
entered the doorway, there they saw a wonderful 
Babe lying on the straw, bending over Him the 
beautiful Mother, and kneeling beside Him, with 
hands clasped and adoring, was St. Joseph. 

Bethlehem Saviour surrounding 

St. Joseph shepherd mysterious 
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MY AUTUMN WALK. 

Beautiful over my pathway 

The forest spoils are shed; 
They are spotting the grassy hillocks 

With purple and gold and red. 

The leaves are swept from their branches, 

But the living buds are there, 
With folded flower and foliage, 

To sprout in a kinder air. 

— William Cullen Bryant 

pathway Autumn yellow 



THE YELLOW VIOLET. 

When beechen buds begin to swell, 

And woods the bluebird's warble know, 

The yellow violet's modest bell 

Peeps from the last year's leaves below. 

— William Cullen Bryant. 
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FLOWER AND WEED 

Unto our Lady's altar, 

Two little children came; 
High through the painted casement 

The sun shone like a flame ; 
Outside the birds were singing, 

The day was nearly gone, 
And there, like frozen music, 

Our Mother's statue shone. 

One bore the rarest roses 

Culled from the hothouse store 
And one some tiny posies, — 

Just common weeds, no more. 
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Aiid where the gorgeous blossoms 

Shone in a rosy drift, 
Warm from his timid fingers, 

The poor child laid his gift. 

That night a radiant vision 

Came down from angel land ; 
Our Lady smiled upon him, 

And the weeds were in her hand; 
And he knew then, not the offering 

Of treasures rare and fine, 
But the love he gave her with it 

Had made his gift divine. 

— Elvira Sydnor Miller. 

casement statue culled 

drift radiant gorgeous 

Mary, Virgin pure and holy, 
Make our hearts like thine. 
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WHO CAN DO THE KILLING? 

Lion: — Fellow animals, you have all heard 
of that awful creature called man. He has 
killed many of our friends with what he calls a 
gun. He has taken some of our relatives and put 
them in cages. # It is time that we should do 
something to protect ourselves from this great 
enemy of ours. 

Bear: — My friends, bring to me all the men 
in the world, one by one, and I shall hug them 
to death. 

Elephant: — If you will drive the men up to 
me, I shall dash them against the rocks and thus 
kill them all one at a time. 

Whale: — Put the men in small boats out on 
the sea near me, and I shall overturn the boats 
and drown them. Do not bring too many at one 
time. I cannot remain any longer at this meet- 
ing, I must go back, at once, to the sea. 

Wild Cat: — I know a sure way to kill all 
the men in the world. I shall get up in a tree 
that is beside a path in the woods. You bring 
your men along the path. When one appears, I 
shall jump upon him and kill him and then go 
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back to the tree until you bring another one for 
me to kill ! My friends, I am sure I can destroy 
all the men in the world, if you will bring them 
to me one at a time. 

Fox: — Noble Lion, if I had your strong voice 
I am sure I could kill all the men in the world 
with my roar. I do not like men. They are not 
willing that I should have geese, which I like to 
eat when they are fat. 

Bear: — If I had the cunning ways of the 
fox, I know I could get near enough to the enemy 
to give him a hug. 

Mouse: — Men are always annoying me, and 
they have an animal called a cat which is even 
worse than the men themselves. If the noble 
lion or the large elephant will hold the men, I 
can punish them ; I shall bite their ears. 

Lion: — The last speaker, although very small, 
is as wise as any of the others who have spoken. 
You all tell how you can kill the men if the 
others will only bring them to you one by one. 
My friends, the animals that do the bringing can 
do the killing. 

creature elephant whale 
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WIND SONGS. 

In the chilly springtide weather, 

When the days grow bright and long, 

All the east winds sing together 
April's little morning song. 

Cool and clear and crisp and low, 

This is how the east winds blow. 

In the golden summer weather, 

In the woodlands dim and green, 

All the south winds sing together 
With a laugh and sigh between. 

Lazy, warm, and v»ery slow, 

This is how the south winds go. 
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In the tender autumn weather, 

When the birds all say, " good-bye," 

All the west winds sing together 
As the lovely roses die. 

Sad and sweet and full of woe^ 

This is how the west winds blow. 

In the snowy winter weather, 

When the trees stand black and bare, 
All the north winds sing together 

Through the chill and frosty air. 
Hoarse and strong and wild they blow, 
This is how the north winds go. 

— Elvira Sydnor Miller. 

springtide weather 



Rock-a-bye baby on the tree top, 
When the wind blows the cradle will rock, 
If the bough break, the cradle will fall, 
Down will come baby, cradle, and all. 
break bough 
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What is the boy's name? 
What is the girl's name? 
What is the color of your hair? 
Where is your book? 

Where is your hat? 
What is in the pail? 
Who wrote "September?" 
Where are all the flowers? 

What is the color of the golden rod? 
What is the color of the rose? 
Who wrote "Children?" 
What do the birds do? 

What do we find in the river? 
Where are the bees? 
Where are the stars? 
Where is the moon? 

boy's girl's 
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THE BAREFOOT BOY. 

Blessings on thee, little man, 
Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan ! 
With thy turned -up pantaloons, 
And thy merry whistled tunes ; 
With thy red lips, redder still 
Kissed by strawberries on the hill; 
With the sunshine on thy face, 
Through thy torn brim's jaunty grace; 
From my heart I give thee joy, — 
I was once a barefoot boy ! 

— John G. Whittier. 

barefoot whistled jaunty 
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Stand. 

Bow to the teacher. 

Hold out your right hand 

Shake your right hand. 

Hold out your left hand. 

Shake your left hand. 

Turn around. 

Face the class. 

Face right. , " 

Face front. 

Face left. 

Face front. 

Take one step to the right. 

Take one step to the left. 

Take one step back. 

Bow to the class. 

Go to your seat. 
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THE FLOWER MEETING. 

Tiger Lily: — The meeting will now come to 
order. We shall first have singing and then I 
shall tell you why we are here to-day. All please 
sing : 

Dear Angel ever at my side, 
How loving must thou be, 
To leave thy home in Heaven to guide 
A little child like me. 

Tiger Lily: — We are all here to-day to elect 
officers for our flower garden. Whom shall we 
have for our president ? 

Phlox: — I am in favor of Miss Red Poppy 
for president. She is tall enough to see all over 
the garden, and she wears such bright colors we 
can all see her. 

Petunia: — The president has many messengers, 
so if she is not tall it will not matter. I am in 
favor of Miss Pansy for president. 

Candytuft: — When you are voting for presi- 
dent do not forget the last speaker, Miss Petunia. 
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She is good natured and kind to every one, I 
think she would make a good president. 

Marigold: — Do not forget Madame Tiger 
Lily. She is well known to all of you, and we 
all admire her. She would make a good presi- 
dent. 

Nasturtion: — Ladies, I am surprised that no 
one has yet spoken of Miss Sweet Pea. She is 
one of the most popular flowers in our garden, 
[f we elect her president we shall not make a 
mistake. 

Buttercup: — I know I belong in the field just 
outside your garden, but I would like to say a 
word. I advise you to elect Miss Mignonette for 
your president. From early spring until Jack 
Frost comes, Miss Mignonette is in bloom and 
the sweet fragrance she sends out makes us who 
are in the field very happy. 

All: — Yes; little brown Mignonette will be 
our president. We shall vote for her now. 
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Tiger Lily: — Miss Mignonette will be our 
future president. We will now close by singing 

Dear flower ever blooming fair, 
How much we all love thee; 

Your quiet ways and beauty rare 
Is what we like to see. 

Miss Mignonette, thy gentle ways 
Have won thee every heart ; 

We promise that in future days 
We'll try to do our part. 

Mignonette: — My dear friends, I thank you 
for electing me for your president. I shall try to 
do right and I hope I may please you. 

,„ All: — Long live Mignonette, our president. 

officers Phlox Petunia 

Nasturtion , popular Mignonette 
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What was your lesson yesterday? 
Where is the charcoal man ? 
What is on your arm ? 
Can Ellen walk to school ? 

Please, give me the ball. 
Bow to the class. 
Hold up your arm. 
Point to the grass. 
Ask the girl a question. 
Point to half the class. 
Tell where to find water. 
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JENNIE AND JIMMIE. 

Jennie and Jimmie were brother and sister. 
They lived in a log house out in the country. 

Five days in the week, they walked a mile 
to school. Other children went with them. They 
all carried lunches in little baskets. 

About halfway between the home of Jennie 
and Jimmie and the schoolhouse, was a large 
rock by the roadside. 

The children liked to rest on this rock. 
Some of the boys would stand on the rock and 
crow like a rooster. 

One day Jimmie spoke a piece about Jack 
Horner and the Christmas pie. Jennie climbed to 
the top of the rock, made a bow, and spoke a 
piece about, 

"Mary and Her Little Lamb." 

"Mary had a little lamb, 

His fleece was white as snow, 
And everywhere that Mary went 
The lamb was sure to go. 
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u He followed her to school one day, 
Which was against the rule; 
It made the children laugh and play 
To see a lamb at school. 

"And so the teacher turned him out, 
But still he lingered near, 
And waited patiently about 
Till Mary did appear. 

"And then he ran to her, and laid 
His head upon her arm, 
As if he said, 'I'm not afraid, 
You'll save me from all harm.' 

" 4 What makes the lamb love Mary so ? ' 
The eager children cry. 
4 0, Mary loves the lamb, you know, 7 
The teacher did reply. " 

The children all liked the big rock by 
the roadside. 
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ROSE IN THE PARK. 

One day Rose and her sister took a walk in 
the park 

They went to a pond where there were tail 
lilies and other flowers. The large pink lotus 
bowed to them and made Rose laugh. The big 
leaves waved back and forth, back and forth, and 
fanned the baby buds. 

Ilose was pleased to see the tall trees and 
all the bright flowers. She ran on the path by 
the edge of the pond and she sang for joy. 

Soon she saw a little carriage drawn by a 
team of goats. Her eyes opened wide, and she 
clasped her hands and said, "0 my! I wish I 
might ride in that carriage ! " 

Her sister asked the little driver to let Rose 
have a ride. She rode all around the lily pond. 
How happy she was. 

carriage eyes 
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THE FROG AND THE OX. 

"0, father," said a little frog to a big frog 
sitting by the side of a pool, "I saw such a 
terrible monster to-day! It had horns on its 
head ! It was as big as a mountain ! It had a 
long tail, and hoofs divided in two." 

"Tush, tush," said the old frog, "that was 
only Farmer White's ox. I can easily make my- 
self as big; just see." 

He blew himself out and said, "Was he as 
big as that ? " 

"0, much bigger than that," said the young 
frog. 

Again the old frog blew himself out, and 
asked, " Was he as big as that ? " 

"Bigger, bigger, father," was the reply, 
"much bigger." 

Then the old frog drew a deep breath, and 
blew and blew and swelled and blew until he 
burst. 
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ST. JOSEPH. 

St. Joseph was a carpenter. 

He worked in a shop. 

What do you think he made in this shop ? 

He was happy because God gave him charge 
of the Blessed Mother and the Divine Child. 

The Divine Child loved -St. Joseph and in 
many ways showed His love and respect for His 
dear foster-father. 

carpenter charge shop 

respect foster-father showed! 



CAPTAIN CANE. 

I built a fort in bed one day, 
When mama said I could not play 
Out in the sun so warm and bright; 
I had been sick the whole long night. 
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My papa's cane, a soldier brave, 
From far away had come to save 
The little children of the hill, 
Whom wicked people tried to kill- 
Brave Captain Cane called all his men, 
The thumbs and fingers counted ten, 
And ordered toothpicks, great and small, 
To leave at once his pillow hall. 

He bowed his head to marbles still 
Who sat upon the pillow hill ; 
They were the children of his care, 
He told the toothpicks to beware ! 

And Captain Cane the whole day long 
Went round the bed in search of wrong, 
The pillow fort he guarded well, 
As rnarbles, toothpicks, all can tell. 

— Ellen Walsh. 

Captain thumbs ordered 

beware marbles guarded 
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Stand by your seats. 

Bow to the teacher. 

Put your right hand on your head. 

Sing your morning song. 



BIRD GAME. 

Fly away, birdie, 

To your little nest; 

Fold your wings, birdie. 
And go now to rest. 

Now wake up, birdie, 
Open wide your eyes. 

Fly away, away, 

Fly up to the skies. 

Tired little birdie, 

Come up to the door, 
Gather the bread crumbs 

Scattered on the floor. 
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A drink of water 

Will help you to rest. 
Flutter, flutter softly 

To your little nest. 



TO FAIRYLAND. 

Where is the road to fairyland? 

What is the shortest way? 
Come, let us ask the flowers all, 

And hear what they will say. 

Over the heart of baby dear, 
That is the shortest way; 

The flowers go to fairyland 
When baby goes to play. 
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PLAYING HOUSE. 

Hattie: — Well, girls, what can we play this 
afternoon ? I have my doll and her carriage. 

Lottie: — I have my doll, but I have no 
carriage. 

Mary: — I brought my new picture book; I 
thought you would like to look at it. 

Jennie: — I like picture books. I brought my 
rubber ball. I can make it bound away up, quite 
high. 

Sarah: — Let us play house. We shall each 
take a tree for a house, and then we will visit 
each other and look at each other's things. 

All: — That is a good way to play. Let 
each take *. tree. 

Fanny: — Now, we must fix up our houses 
before we begin visiting. Whom shall we visit 
first ? 

Lizzie: — We shall begin with Sarah. She is 
at the end. Then we shall visit each one right 
along. 

All:— Yes, we shall begin with you, Sarah. 
Get ready for company, we are coming soon. 
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Minnie: — Come, girls, let us visit Mrs. Sarah. 
You go first, Jennie, and ring the bell. 

Hattie: — We must take our children. 

Margaret: — Wait for me. I want to put a 
shawl around my child ; I am afraid she will 
catch cold and have the earache. 

Katie: — I want to tie this veil over my 
child's face. I am afraid she will get freckled. 

Mary: — Ladies, please wait for me; I am 
just putting a ribbon around my child's neck to 
keep her from having a sore throat. You know 
my child is a grand singer. 

Fanny: — My dear little daughter loves to 
paint pictures so well that she does not like to 
leave home. 

Lottie: — Dear, dear ! I can hardly drag my 
child away from the piano. 

Julia: — My darling Annabel is always read- 
ing. 

Sarah: — You better come girls, or I shall go 
off visiting. 

All: — We are coming. 

picture company ache 

veil freckled throat 

Mrs. 
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LITTLE HELEN, 

It was a cold day in winter. Helen was 
standing by the window watching for her papa. 
She saw a little girl go by almost running. The 
little girl had on a warm cloak and a hood. The 
hood covered the face so that Helen could only 
see the hood. 

Helen called out, "Mama, mama, here is a 
little girl with no face ! " 

* Soon some large snowflakes began to come 
down slowly. Helen watched them falling on the 
heads of the people and on the sidewalks. Her 
little eyes grew large and she looked surprised. 

All at once her face brightened and she 
said, "Come, mama, come, come, and see the 
feathers falling from the angels' wings ! " 
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GAME OF INDUSTRY. 

I am the farmer who sows the grain. 
I'm the little cloud sending down rain. 
I am the man who reaps and mows. 
I'm the driver who to the field goes. 
I toss the sheaves, and I build the load. 
I open doors as you come up the road. 
We two men watch the thrashing machine. 
We put grain in the bags, nice and clean. 
I pile the bags and go to the mill, 
I'm the boy walking up a steep hill. 
I am the miller all dressed in white, 
I'll try my best to get done to-night. 
I am the baker making the bread 
So that boys and girls and all may be fed. 
And we children all who like to eat 
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The fresh, sweet bread from the golden wheat; 

Our thanks to farmer and miller give, 

And to all who work that we may live. 

And we thank the Lord who made the wheat 

And gave us our daily bread to eat ; 

Who made this world and our friends so dear, 

And who placed us little children here. 

ought 
bought fought 

thought brought 

Where is the coat your mother bought ? 
Who brought the coat home ? 
What animals fought in the woods ? 
Who laughed in school ? 
What made you laugh ? 
Who can whistle a tune ? 
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A LITTLE ROMAN MAIDEN. 

Many, many miles from where you live, away 
across the sea, is the city of Rome. 

Long ago there lived in this city a little 
girl named Agnes, who loved our dear Lord more 
than anything in the world. 

At the time when Agnes lived, very many of 
the people who were in Rome were pagans. The 
Emperor and many of his officers did not like 
the Christians who loved our Lord Jesus Christ. 

The Emperor h?td made laws against the 
Christians so that many were put to death. The 
governors in some places treated the Christians 
with great cruelty. 

When the ruler in Rome learned that Agnes 
was a Christian, he had her brought before him. 

He asked her if she were a Christian, and 
when she said she was, he commanded her to be 
punished. Some of the officers tried to have her 
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say she did not love Jesus, but she said more 
firmly than ever that she was a Christian. 

When they saw she would not deny Jesus 
they beheaded her. We all love St. Agnes who 
is now in Heaven. 

Rome pagans Emperor 

cruelty beheaded Christians 



LITTLE JOE. 

Mrs. Brown gave Joe a black hen. His 
mother bought him two white hens and a rooster. 

Joe was very proud of his hens. He gave a 
name to each of them. He fed them every day. 

When the rooster crowed early in the morn- 
ing, Joe thought he said, " Wake up, Joe ! Get 
up, Joe ! Wake up, Joe ! " 

After a time the hens began to lay large, 
white eggs. Each day Joe brought the eggs into 
the house and gave them to his mother. 
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When the days became warm, Joe stopped 
bringing in eggs. His mother thought the hens 
were not laying. 

About a week had gone by, when Joe came 
running into the house to ask his mother to come 
out to his little garden. ' His face was so sad 
his mother wondered what was the matter. 

He led her to a corner of the garden where 
there was quite a deep hole. When she came 
near and looked down into the hole, what was 
her surprise to see in it a number of eggs. The 
eggs and the ground around showed that the 
eggs had been covered with dirt. 

"Mama," said Joe, with tears in his eyes, 
" I planted those eggs more than a week ago 
and not a chicken has begun to grow yet. " 

early crow 
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A CHILD'S WISH. 

I wish I were the little key- 
That locks Love's Captive in, 

And lets Him out to go and free 
A sinful heart from sin. 

I wish I were the little bell 

That tinkles for the Host, 
When God comes down each day to dweli 

With hearts He loves the most. 

I wish I were the chalice fair . 

That holds the Blood of Love, 
When every flash lights holy prayer 

Upon its way above. 

I wish I were the little flower 
So near the Host's sweet face, 

Or like the light that hour by hour 
Shines on the shrine of grace. 
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I wish I were the altar where, 

As on His Mother's breast, 
Christ nestles like a child fore'er 

In Eucharistic rest. 

But, Oh ! my God, I wish the most 

That my poor heart may be 
A home all holy for each Host 

That comes in love to me. 

— Bev. A. J. Ryan. 



chalice 
fore'er 



altar 
Eucharistic 



breast 
prayer 




Ov. 
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Where are the stars ? 

What do the stars do ? 

Where is the moon when we can not see it? 

What do you like to play ? 

Who wrote "A Child's Wish?" 

What story do you like best? 

What is your favorite flower? 

What song can you sing? 

What do you like to do ? 

Where do the raindrops come from ? 

Where do the raindrops go? 

Where does the river go ? 

Who taught the birds how to build nests ? 

Who bought your hat? 

Who puts the shoe on the horse? 

Who makes shoes for children? 

Who makes flour out of wheat? 

build 
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CALLING THEM UP. 

"Shall I go and call them up, — 
Snowdrop, daisy, buttercup?" 
Lisped the Rain: "TheyVe had a pleasant 
winter's nap." 
Lightly to their doors it crept, 
Listened while they soundly slept; 
Gently woke them with its rap-a-tap-a-tap ! 
Quickly woke them with its rap-a-tap-a-tap! 

Soon their windows opened wide,— 
Everything astir inside ; 

Shining heads came peeping out, in frill and 
cap: 
"It was kind of you, dear Rain," 
Laughed they all, "to come again; 
We were waiting for your rap-a-tap-a-tap ; 
Only waiting for your rap-a-tap-a-tap." 

— George Cooper. 
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SILENT LETTERS. 
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SUNBEAMS. 

Sunbeams are the golden children 

Of the great and mighty sun; 
And he lets them come to see us, 

Some in earnest, some in fun. 

Then about the world they wander, 
And they always try to find 

How they may be good and useful, 
How they may be sweet aH kind. 

But the sun is very careful 

Lest they should take harm or cold ; 
So he bids them come home early, 

And they do as they are told. 

Then he counts them over slowly, 

And the smallest child would miss ; 

Then he blesses them and gives them 
Each a rosy good-night kiss - 
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AN APRIL WELCOME. 

Come up, April, through the valley, 

In your robes of beauty dressed, 
Come and wake your flowery children 

From their wintry beds of rest. 
Come and overblow them softly 

With the sweet breath of the South; 
Drop upon them, warm and loving, 

Tenderest kisses of your mouth. 

Call. the crowfoot and the crocus, 

Call the pale anemone, 
Call the violet and the daisy, 

Clothed with careful modesty. 
Seek the low and humble blossoms, 

Of their beauties unaware, 
Let the dandelion and fennel 

Show their shiny, yellow hair. 

— Phoebe Cary* 

beauty humble 
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Right hand up. 
Right hand down. 
Left hand up. 
Left hand down. 
Both hands up. 
Both hands down. 

Point to the east. 

Point to the west. 

Point to the north. 

Point to the south. 

Walk five steps. 

Walk back to your seat 

Shake hands with the teacher. 

Touch a window. 

Put your book on the floor. 

Put it on your desk. 

Look under your desk. 
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THE FOOTBALL. 

James:— Bob White! Bob! Bob White: 
Can't you hear ? Come over here and play football 
with us. 

Henry, John, and Others: — Come hurry. 
We are going out in the field behind the barn. 

Bob dropped the basket he had in his hand 
and started toward the boys. Soon he was in the 
midst of them, all talking at once, all trying to 
tell him what they were going to do. 

Henry: — Tom Smith has a new ball. His 
Uncle Jo sent it to him. 

John: — He is going to let us all play with 
it every Saturday. 

Willie: — May I play? 

James: — You are too small. You will get 
run over. 

Willie: — No, I would not get run over; I 
can run as well as you. Can't I Tom ? 
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Tom: — Yes, you run fast, but this is foot- 
ball we are going to play and you are too little 
for that. 

Willie: — Oh ! let me try boys ; I'll be good. 

Sam: — Willie, you stand on one side and 
watch if the ball goes out of the bounds. If it 
does you run after it before any one else catches 
it. 

Willie: — Good : Where shall I stand ? 

Tom: — Just here by this little hill, Willie. 
You can see all over the field. 

Bob: — You are good at planning, Sam. 
Here comes Ned Lane. Let us call him to hurry 
np. 

All: — Ned, hurry up. We are going to * be- 
gin a game of football. 

Willie: — I am going to watch the field ! 

Ned: — Where did you get that fine ball ? 

Tom: — It is mine. Uncle Jo sent it to me. 
He always said when I was old enough he 
wanted me to learn how to play football. 
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John: — Tom says we can all use it. Let 
us begin our game. Who knows just what to do 
first? 

James: — I don't know just how to play. 
Let us play right ; a good game like the big 
boys. 

Sam: — Who is there around here who can 
teach us ? I would like to know how to play 
the game right. 

Henry: — My brother Mark is at home this 
afternoon. He is a good football player. I am 
sure if we ask him he will show us. 

Tom: — Let us ask him. We can run 
across the fields to your house and learn in no 
time. 

All: — Yes; let us go and ask Mark to 
teach us how to play football. 
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OCTOBER. 

October gave a party, 

And guests by hundreds came; 
The chestnuts, oaks, and maples, 

And leaves of every name. 
The sunbeams spread a carpet, 

And everything was grand ; 
Miss Weather led the dancing, 

Professor Wind the band. 

The chestnuts came in yellow, 

The oaks in crimson dressed, 
The lovely Misses Maples 

In scarlet looked their best. 
They balanced to their partners, 

They gaily fluttered by ; 
The scene was like a rainbow 

Just fallen from the sky. 

Then in the dusty hollows 

At "Hide and Seek" they played. 
The party closed at sundown, 

And everybody stayed. 
Professor Wind played louder, 

They flew along the ground; 
And the party ended 

With U A11 hands round." 

guests scene 
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Who has the best eyes ? 

Henry, what did you see on the ground on 
your way to school ? 

Edward, what did you see in the sky ? 

What did you see on the trees ? 

Draw a bird flying. 

Draw a tree. 

Draw a bee. 

Draw a window. 

Draw on the board one thing you saw on 
your way to school. 

Some one tell what she saw. 

Name something that is yellow. 

Something that is white. 

Something that is black. 

Something that is sweet. 

Something that is sour. 

Name something that is large. 

Name something that is small. 
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NOVEMBER. 

The leaves are fading and falling, 
The winds are rough and wild, 

The birds have ceased their calling, 
But let me tell you, my child, 

Though day by day as it closes, 
Doth darker and colder grow, 

The roots of the bright red roses 
Will keep alive in the snow. 

And when the winter is over, 

The boughs will get new leaves, 

The quail will come back to the clover, 
And the swallow back to the eaves. 

So, when some dear joy loses 
Its beauteous summer glow, 

Think how the roots of the roses 
Are kept alive in the snow. 

— Alice Cary. 

rough ceased doth 
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ST. ELIZABETH. 

St. Elizabeth was very kind to the poor, the 
sick, and the homeless. 

Often she would take care of poor sick 
people and would wait upon them for days. 

Her husband was afraid she would work too 
hard. One ■ winter many of the poor people suf- 
fered because of cold and hunger. 

St. Elizabeth used to take food to those 
who she knew needed it. 

One cold day she was carrying some bread 
to some poor who were waiting at the gate, 
when she met her husband. 

" What have you there ? " he said to her. 

She said, "Something like beautiful flowers." 

"Let me see what you have," said he in a 
cross tone of voice. 
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She opened her long cloak and he saw her 
arms were filled with beautiful roses. Her hus- 
band looked in wonder. He knew that God had 
changed bread to roses to show the world how 
much He loved the holy Elizabeth who fed the 
poor for Jesus' sake. 

The husband took one of the roses and 
pressed it to his lips and went up to the great 
castle, thanking God that his wife was so good 
and holy. 

St. Elizabeth too suffered 

bread wife husband 
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GRANDPAPA'S GLASSES. 

Dear grandpa is tired. Where else will he look ? 
His glasses are lost ; he can't read his book 
Up stairs and down stairs, in every place 
He thinks he has looked. Not even a trace 
Of the chain can he find. What will he do? 
Kittie, Bennie, and Rob say they will look, too. 

They get under tables and look behind doors, 
And carefully search all over the floors ; 
Peek into vases and under the mats, 
And hunt in the hall and look in the hats; 
Open the books that are lying around ; 
Grandpapa's glasses can nowhere be found. 

u Well, where have they gone ? What more can 
we do ? 
We surely have searched the house through and 

through. " 
So say the boys as they run through the hall : 
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Soon they are tossing and catching a ball; 
Then heels in the air and head to the ground 
They shout out: "Kittie, they cannot be found ! " 

Dear little Kittie, with kind loving face, 
Keeps looking about in every place 
That the lost glasses might happen to be; 
No glasses, no case can dear Kittie see. 
She looks in his pockets, under his chair, 
And searches his room with greatest of care. 

At last Kittie turns to grandpa, to say 
That give up the search, she must for that day, 
When her face changes ; she laughs out in glee, 
As she calls, "Bob, Ben, come quickly to me; 
I've found the glasses," she joyfully cries, 
Pointing right to them on grandpapa's eyes. 

— E. M. 
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BLESSED IMELDA. 

Imelda was a little Italian girl who lived 
many years ago. 

She loved our dear Lord and always tried to 
please him. 

In the spring of the year when the children 
were preparing for First Communion, the little 
maiden went to the good pastor and asked if she 
might go with the other little ones to hear the 
instructions. 

"Yes, little one, you may come with the 
others ; but you are too young to receive Holy 
Communion this year." 

With a low bow and happy face she 
thanked him and then ran to join her little 
friends who were going to the schoolroom to 
listen to the instructions. 

As the days went by, the little Imelda longed 
more and more for Holy Communion. She told 
her teacher, one of the young nuns, of her 
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longings ; but the nun said Imelda must wait 
until she was older. 

At last the glad day came. Imelda knelt 
back in the church near her kind teacher. The 
children of the First Communion class, when the 
time came, went up to the Altar rail and, bowing 
their heads, waited. 

The holy priest turned toward them and 
when he was going to step forward, the Sacred 
Host left his fingers and went softly over the 
heads of the people until it came to Blessed 
Imelda. There it remained in the air above her 
head. 

The priest knew then tLat our Lord wanted 
Imelda to receive Holy Communion. He went to 
the place where she was kneeling and taking the 
Sacred Host he gave her her First Communion. 

Italian pastor instructions 

Sacred Host receive young 

Imelda Altar softly 
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ROBIN REDBREAST. 

An early bird is our Robin, bold Rob, 

The first of the frosty spring, 
A russet blush on his rounded breast, 

And sunlight tipping his wing. 

On the sweet briar bush, just under the eaves, 

See, Robin has built his nest; 
And where is the child with hand so rude 

As Robin's home to molest ? 

From the topmost bough of that lofty elm, 

He sings to his mate so dear, 
And four little robins will Redbreast raise, 

To sing us sweet songs next year. 

— Eliza Allen Starr. 
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TEDDY. 

Teddy is the baker's boy, 

Good old dog is Rover; 
Teddy jumps and laughs with joy 

To see the dog roll over. 

Teddy often leads a band, 

Old tin pan drum, drumming ; 

Wise old Rover, near at hand, 
Barking says, "I'm coming." 

Up and down and in and out 
March the two together ; 

Now a song and then a shout, 
Braving wind and weather. 

To the war they gaily go ; 

what noise and clatter: 
Hear the guns ! Where is the foe ? 

What can be the matter ? 
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Only Ted and Rover brave 

Marching on to glory, 
Home and mama they will save; 

And this ends my story, 
often weather 

THE OLD TOAD. 

The old toad winked, 
The old toad blinked, 
As he looked at Tommy Brown; 
He seemed to say, 
In a quiet way, 
" Are you a boy from town ? " 

But Tommy stood 
By his gun of wood, — 
No sign of fear on his face ; — 
He said, "Old toad, 
Give me the road 
Or I'll just leave this place." 
sign 
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REVIEW. 

Name the authors about whom we have 
talked in class. 

Tell what you have read that was written by 
those authors. 

Name other authors about whom you have 
heard. 

Name authors whose stories you have read 
at home. 

Tell the names of the stories. 

Tell something about one of the stories. 

Which is your favorite story ? 

Who wrote u The Children?" 
Repeat some of this poem. 
Tell something about the author. 
What other poems did he write ? 
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Who wrote U A Child's Wish?" 
Who wrote "The Barefoot Boy?" 
Who wrote "Robin Redbreast?" 
Tell something about the author of "Robin 
Redbreast." 

Tell something about Blessed Imelda. 

Name some saints about whom we read in class. 

Tell about your favorite saint. 

favorite stories repeat author 



REVIEW. 



Name some of the artists about whom we 
have talked in class. 

Name four pictures in this book, and tell 
who painted them. 

What pictures have you at home ? 

Who painted them? 

What is your favorite picture ? 
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What is the name of your church? 

Where have you seen a picture that would 
make you think of your church? 

Name some pictures in your church. 

Who painted them? 

Tell the story told by one picture in your 
church. 

Which picture in your church do you like 
best ? 

What pictures of saints have you seen? 

Who painted them ? 

Tell the meaning of wings. 

In what pictures have you seen dragons ? 

What do they mean ? 

Who is your favorite saint? 

What pictures of this saint have you seen? 

Who painted the pictures? 
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HOW STORIES ARE TOLD. 

Who has told, by painting, the story of 
"Little Red Riding Hood?" 

How many have read this story in some book ? 

Who has told, by a picture, the story of 
"Cinderella ?" 

How many have read this story in a book? 

Who has ever heard the story of the Divine 
Child and St. Anthony? 

What artist has painted this story ? In what 
book is the picture? 

What picture tells the story of the Child 
Jesus and St. John the Baptist drinking from a 
shell? 

Who painted the picture? 
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Tell the story, u The Unexpected Meeting." 
Who painted the picture of this story ? 
How many have seen pictures of chickens ? 
Who painted the picture ? What is the story 
and where have you seen it ? 

Tell something about pictures painted by Sir 
Edwin Landseer. 

Name two of the pictures painted by Sir 
John Millais. 

Name one picture painted by J. G. Brown. 

Tell the story told by the picture. 

Who painted a picture called the "Holy 
Family?" 

Tell one picture painted by Meyer Von Bremen. 

Find in your book a picture of a "Guardian 
Angel." 

Who painted the picture ? 

What story does it tell? 
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ph for f 



elephant 


. Philip 


phonograph 


triumph 


phlox 


photograph 


seraph 


telegraph 


Philadelphia 



Philip lived in Philadelphia. 

His grandmother lived in the country. She 
had phlox in her garden. 

She sent Philip her photograph. 

Philip's brother, who worked in a telegraph 
office, took him one day to see an elephant. On 
the way home they went into a store to see a 
phonograph. 

His mother told him about a seraph who sings 
songs of triumph in Heaven. 

Philip will send his photograph to his grand- 
mother. When he will visit his grandmother he 
will see the phlox in the garden. 
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RETURNING THANKS. 

Roaming in the meadow, 

Little four-years-old 
Picks the starry daisies 

With their hearts of gold. 

Fills her snowy apron, 

Fills -her dimpled hands; 

Suddenly, how quiet 

In the grass she stands ! 

u Who made flowers so pretty, 

Put them here, did God?" 
"Yes, 'twas God," I answered, 
"Spread them o'er the sod." 

Dropping all her blossoms, 

With uplifted head, 
Serious face turned heavenward, 
"Thank you, God," she said. 

Then she softly whispered, 
Explaining for my sake, 
"Always must say, 'Thank you,' 
For the things we take." 
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qu 



quite 


queen 


queer 


quest 


quiet 


question 


require 


inquire 


quire 


elephant 


telegraph 


telephone 


Philip 


Phelena 


trophy 



Did you inquire about the elephant? 
What question did you ask ? 
Will Philip send a telephone message ? 
Who bought a quire of paper ? 
Will the queer man send the message by 
telegraph ? 

Is the elephant quiet? 



Ill 
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THE SQUIRREL AND THE BIRDS., 

A little gray squirrel sat on the fence watch- 
ing the birds eating their supper. 

"How ugly you walk," said the squirrel. u You 
seem to hop up and down." 

u We may not walk as well as others, but we 
can fly. You spread out your tail and try to fly, 
but you do not know .how." 

"I can run up trees and pick off the nuts. I 
know how to store the nuts so as to have plenty 
io eat in winter." .-•; 

u We have .plenty to eat in winter," said the 
birds. "When it begins to grow cold here, we 
leave and fly away South to a warm country. There 
we find all the food we can eat." 

"I do not like to leave my snug home in the 
big tree," said the squirrel. "I am no great 
traveler. I am glad I cannot fly." 

squirrel ugly store 
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MARY AND BESSIE AND JENNIE. 

Mary and Bessie and Jennie 
Went off to the fields to play ; 

They ran and they danced like fairies 
All of the livelong day. 

They gathered the sweet May blossoms, 
So rosy and blue and white, 

And their hands were filled with posies 
When they went to mother at night. 

When the sun went away to dreamland 
The stars came out in the sky ; 

Mary and Bessie and Jennie 
Said each was an angel's eye. 

"Do they watch the little children 
To see if they do all right ? " 
Asked the three happy maidens; 

Then said, "Angels' eyes, good-night." 
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ONE SUMMER DAY. 

Three city children were out one day, — 
Out in the country where birdies play 
And sing in the branches of the trees; 
Where leaves talk low to whispering breeze, 
Where sunbeams play with waves of the sea 
That gambol all day so merrily, 
Out — far out — and in on the beach, 
Kissing each grain of the sand in reach; 
Where white clouds skim o'er the blue, blue sky, 
And o'er the blue sea white sails go by ; 
Where the flowerets bend on graceful stems, 
Or lift up their heads, bright diadems ; 
Where bees flit in and out the clover ; 
And mild -eyed cows, till heat is over, 
Drowse in the shade of some friendly tree. 
The children were happy as could be ! 
u Oh! it is grand! And God made it all!'] __ 
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Angels, with joy, heard the sweet words fall 
From the pure young lips, that happy day 
And the city din was far away, 
And never a book of all they knew 
Filled with pictures the whole way through, 
Had in them such lovely ones as these, 
In God's own book of nature : trees, 
Flowers, and birds, and a sunlit sky, 
A wavy sea and ships sailing by ! 

' Twas one great picture ! So many things , 
To see at once ! And memory brings 
The sights and sounds of the country sweet 
Back to the children in city street 
And city home. They never forget! 
And listening angels are hearing yet 
The Creator's praise from young lips fall, — 

u Oh! it is grand! And God made it all!" 

— Margaret E. Jordan. 

drowse pictures nature 

memory Creator wavy 



117 



REVIEW WORDS. 



ache 


ceased 


Elizabeth 


against 


chalice 


Eucharistic 


Altar 


Christians 


eye 


any 


cities 


field 


Assisi 


clothes 


four 


atmosphere 


coat 


Francis 


.autumn 


company 


friend 


barefoot 


country 


fruit 


beautiful 


cosy 


generous 


bee 


created 


gorgeous 


beware 


Creator 


grass 


blow 


creature 


great 


bough 


crow 


guard 


bosom 


crumbs 


guest 


break 


curl 


guide 


breast 


doth 


highway 


breath 


doves 


honor 


build 


drowsy 


humble 


bye 


dream 


Imelda 


captain 


early 


isle 


casement 


earth 


Italian 


carriage 


eight 


jaunty 


caught 


enough 


Joseph 
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REVIEW WORDS (CONTINUED). 



laugh 


phlox 


thought 


love 


popular 


thumbs 


machine 


radiant 


through 


many 


receive 


thrashing 


marbles 


rough 


though 


meadow 


roughish 


to-morrow 


memory 


Saviour 


tremble 


mignonette 


scene 


twenty 


mouse 


school 


two 


mysterious 


seen 


vail 


nature 


shepherd 


water 


officer 


shoulder 


walk 


one 


showed 


wavy 


ordered 


sleep 


whale 


patient 


softly 


whirl 


pictures 


soldier 


whisper 


piece 


statue 


whistle 


Philip 


stir 


world 


people 


surrounding 


worth 


petunia 


think 


yellow 
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PHONICS. 




fi 


hat 


bat 


a 


mate 


late 


a 


all 


ball 


a 


father 


. arm 


a 


ask 


class 


e 


met 


bet 


e 


he 


me 


1 


it 


sit 


T 


time 


line 


* 6 


not 


hot 





note 


vote 


u 


up 


run 


ii 


tune 


mute 


>-• 

00 


look 


book 


00 


room 


noon 


z 


zeal 


zinc 


qu 


quest 


queen 


ph 


elephant 


Philip 


Silent Letters 
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